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of ebony and ivory. And the third lay all in deep
shadow, save that a single streak of moonlight fell
softly on the shell of her little ear. So the king
wandered all night from one to another, puzzling
over his difficulty, thinking each queen to be the
most beautiful till he came to another. And before
he had decided it, the sun rose.

Then when, after performing his daily ceremonies,
he was going to take his seat on his throne, his
prime minister, named Nayaneftriz, said to him:
O king, why are your royal eyes red with want
of sleep ? So the king said : Nayan&n, last night
it came into my head to * ask myself, which of my
thi^ee queens was the most beautiful. And I could
not sleep for my perplexity, and even now I have
not been able to solve the problem. Then Na-
yan&ri said : O king, be content that you have
queens between whom there is no distinction in
beauty, and no cause of jealousy. Idle curiosity
destroys peace of mind and produces evil. But
the king said: I am determined, at whatever cost,
to settle this point.

So finding that the king's heart was set upon
the matter, Nayan&ri said to him i King, ministers

* h. master of policy.